



Here’s what kids have to say to 
Mary Pope Osborne, author of 
the Magic Tree House series: 


WOW! You have an ima^ation like no other .—Adam W. 

/ love your books. If you stop writing books, it will be like losing a best 
friend .—Ben M. 

I think you are the real Morgan le Fay. There is always magic in your 
books .—Erica Y. 

One day 1 was really bored and I didn’t want to read ... J looked in 
your book I read a sentence, and it was interesting. So I read some 



more, until the book vvoi done. It was so good I read more and more. 
Then I had read all of your books, and now I hope you write lots 
more .—Danai K. 

I always read [your books] over and over... 1 time, 2 times, 3 times, 
4 times ... —Yuan C. 

You are my best author in the world. I love your books. I read all the 
time. I read everywhere. My mom is like freaking out —Ellen C. 

I hope you make these books for all yours and mine’s life .—Riki H. 



Teachers and librarians love 
Magic Tree House® books, too! 


Thank you for opening faraway places and times to my class through 
your books. They have given me the chance to bring in additional 
books, materiab, and videos to share with the class .—J. Cameron 

It excites me to see how involved [my fourth-grade reading class] is in 
your books ...I would do anything to get my students more involved, 
and this has done it —C. Rutz 

I discovered your books last year ... WOW! Our students have gone 
crazy over them. I can’t order enough copies/... TTianks for 
contributing so much to children’s literature !—C. Kendziora 



I first came across your Magic Tree House series when my son brought 
one home ...I have since introduced this gyeat series to my class. 
They have absolutely fallen in love with these books!... My students 
are now asking me for more independent reading time to read them 
Your stories have inspired even my most struggling readers. —M. 
Payne 

/ love how I can go beyond the [Magic Tree House] books and use 
them as springboards for other learning. —R. Gale 

We have enjoyed your books all year /ong. We check your Web site to 
find new information. We pull our map down to find the areas where 
the adventures take place. My class always chimes in at key parts of 
the story. It feels good to hear my students ask for a book and cheer 
when a new book comes out —J. Korinek 



Our students have '*Magic Tree House fever, ” / can't keep your books 
on the library shelf. —J. Rafferty 


Your books truly invite children into the pleasure of reading. Thanks 
for such terrific work. —S. Smith 


The children in the fourth grade even hide the [Magic Tree House] 
books in the library so that they will be able to find diem when they 
are ready to check them out —K. Mortensen 


My Magic Tree House books are never on the bookshelf because they 
are always being read by my students. Thank you for creating such a 
wonderful series. —K. Mahoney 
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PpoIo{{2ie 


One summer day in Frog Creek, Pennsylvania, a mysterious tree 
house appeared in the woods. 

Eight-year-old Jack and his seven-year-old sister, Annie, 
climbed into the tree house. They found that it was filled with 
books. 

Jack and Annie soon discovered that the tree house was magic. 
It could take them to the places in the books. All they had to do 
was to point to a picture and wish to be there. 



Jack and Annie visited the time of dinosaurs, old England, 
ancient Egypt, and a pirate ship. 

Along the way, they discovered that the tree house belonged to 
Morgan le Fay. Morgan was a magical librarian from the time of 
King Arthur. She traveled through time and space, gathering 
books. 

Jack and Annie are about to start a whole new adventure ... in 
Night of the Ninjas. 
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Back into titee Woods 

‘‘Let’s look again, Jack,” said Annie. 

Jack and Annie were walking home from the library. The path went 
right by the Frog Creek woods. 

Jack sighed. “We looked this morning,” he said. “We looked the day 
before. And the day before that.” 

“Then you don’t have to come,” said Annie. “Til go look by myself.” 

She took off into the woods. 



“Annie, wait!” Jack called. “It’s almost dark! We have to get home!” 

But Annie had disappeared among the trees. 

Jack stared at the woods. He was starting to lose hope. Maybe he would 
never see Morgan again. 

Weeks had passed. And there had not been one sign of Morgan le Fay. 
Nor had there been one sign of her magic tree house. 

“Jack/” Annie called from the woods, “ft’s back!" 

Oh, she’s Just pretending as usual, Jack thought. But his heart started to 
race. 

“Hurry!” called Annie. 

“She better not be kidding,” said Jack. 

He took off into the woods to find Annie. 



Night was falling fast. Crickets chirped loudly. It was hard to see 
through the shadows. 

“Annie!” Jack shouted. 

“Here!” she called. 

Jack kept walking. “Here where?” he called back. 

“Here here!” 

Annie’s voice came from above. 

Jack looked up. 

“Oh man,” he breathed. 

Annie waved from the window of a tree house. It was in the tallest oak 
in the woods. A long rope ladder hung down from it. 


The magic free bouse was back. 



“Come on up!” Annie shouted. 

Jack ran to the rope ladder. He started climbing. 
He climbed and climbed and climbed. 




As he climbed, he looked out over the woods. High above the treetops it 
was still light. 
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At last, Jack pulled himself into the tree house. 

Annie sat in the shadows. Books were scattered everywhere. 

On the floor the letter M glowed in the dim light. The M stood for 
Morgan le Fay. 

But there was no sign of Morgan herself. 

“I wonder where Morgan is,” said Jack. 

“Maybe she went to the library to get some more books,” said Annie. 

“We were just at the library. We would have seen her,” said Jack. 
“Besides, the library’s closed now.” 

Squeak! 

A little mouse ran out from behind a stack of books. It ran to the M 


shining in the floor. 



“Yikes,” said Annie. 

The mouse sat on the middle of the M. It looked up at Jack and Annie. 
“Oh, it’s so cute,” Annie said. 

Jack had to admit the mouse was cute. It had brown-and-white fur and 
big dark eyes. 

Annie slowly reached out her hand. The mouse didn’t move. Annie 
patted its tiny head. 

“Hi, Peanut,” she said. “Can I call you Peanut?” 

“Oh brother,” said Jack. 

“Do you know where Morgan is?” Annie asked the mouse. 

Squeak. 



“You’re nuts, Annie,” said Jack. “Just because the mouse is in the tree 
house doesn’t mean it’s magic. It’s a plain old mouse that crawled in, that’s 
all.” 

Jack looked around again. He saw a piece of paper on the floor. 

“What’s that?” he said. 

“What’s what?” asked Annie. 

Jack went over and picked up the paper. There was writing on it. 

“Oh man,” whispered Jack, after he read the words. 

“What is it?” said Annie. 

“A note,” said Jack. “It must be from Morgan. I think she’s in big 
trouble!” 




The Open Book 


Jack showed Annie the piece of paper. It said: 


“Oh no,’^ said Annie. “We have to help her. But what’s a thin?” 

“Maybe she was trying to write thing$y'' said Jack. “See how the n sort of 


runs off the page?” 



“Maybe the spell was starting to make her disappear or something,” said 
Annie. 

“Right,” said Jack. “1 wonder if she left any other clues.” He glanced 
around the tree house. 

“Look!” Annie pointed at a book in the comer. “That’s the only open 
book,” she said. 

Jack looked around again. Annie was right. He felt a shiver go down his 
spine. 

Jack went over to the book and picked it up. He held it near the 
window. Light from the setting sun was golden on the page. 



Jack stared at the picture on it. In the picture were trees with white 
flowers. The trees were on the side of a mountain. Near a wide, rushing 
stream. 

Two people were also in the picture. They wore dark clothes. They had 
black scarves over their faces. And long swords strapped to their backs. 

“Oh man,” whispered Jack. 

“Who are they?” Annie asked. 

“Ninjas, I think,” said Jack. 

“Ninjas? Really?” said Annie. 

“Morgan must have left the book open to this page for a reason,” said 
Jack. 

“Maybe that’s where she was when the spell got her,” Annie said. 



“Or maybe that’s where the four things are,” said Jack. 

“Let’s go!” said Annie. 

“Now?” said Jack. 

“Yes, Morgan’s in trouble! She needs us now!” said Annie. 

“But we should read this book first,” said Jack. “So we’ll be prepared.” 

“Forget it!” said Annie. “Every minute counts!” She grabbed the book 
from Jack. 

“Give it back,” he said. “We have to find out about this place.” 

Annie held the book out of reach. “We’ll find out when we get there,” 
she said. 

“We don’t even know where there is!” Jack said. 

But Annie pointed at the picture. “I wish we could go here,” she said. 



The leaves of the oak tree began to shake. 

Squeak! 

“Don’t be scared, Peanut,” said Annie, She scooped up the mouse. Then 
she put it in the pouch of her sweatshirt. 

The wind began to blow. 

It blew harder and harder. 

The tree house started to spin. 

Faster and faster! 

Jack squeezed his eyes shut. 

Then everything was still. Absolutely still. 

Except for the sotmd of rushing water. 



Jack opened his eyes. 

Annie was already looking out the window. The mouse peeked out of 
her pouch. 

Jack looked out the window, too. The air was fresh and cool. 

The tree house was in a tree with white flowers. The tree was in a grove 
of trees on the side of a mountain. Nearby a wild stream rushed downhill. 



Two ninjas were standing on rocks near the water. They were staring at 
the valley below. 

One ninja was tall. The other was short. They wore black pants and 
shirts. They had black scarves around their heads. And swords strapped to 
their backs. 

It was exactly like the picture in the book. 

Jack crouched below the window. 

“Be careful,” he whispered. “Don’t let them see you.” 

“Why not?” Annie whispered back. 

“They might think we’re some kind of enemy,” said Jack quietly. 

Annie crouched beside him. 



Jack pushed his glasses into place. Now he was going to look at the ninja 
book. 

He picked up the book. He turned to the beginning. He read: 

Very little is known about the shadowy warriors called ninjas. 
Historians believe that ninjas lived in Japan between the 14th and 
17th centuries. Both men and women were ninjas. Sometimes they 
fought to protect their families. Sometimes warlords hired them to 
be spies. 

“Wow,” whispered Jack. “We’re in Japan, hundreds of years ago.” 

Jack opened his backpack. He pulled out his notebook and pencil. He 
liked to take notes. He wrote: 



m ot^ 

“Jack,” whispered Annie. “They’re looking up. 1 think they know we’re 
here.” 

Jack peeked over the windowsill. His eyes met the dark eyes of the tall 
ninja. 

“E-hyl” the ninja cried. He dashed toward the tree. The other ninja 
followed. 

“Oh no!” said Annie. 

“We’ve got to go!” Jack said. “Where’s the Pennsylvania book?” 

He and Annie looked around wildly. 



But where was the book about Pennsylvania? It had the picture of the 
Frog Creek woods in it. Jack and Annie couldn’t get home without it. 

“It’s not anywhere!” cried Annie. 

“We’ve got to do something. Fast!” said Jack. “Pull up the ladder!” 

He and Annie grabbed the top of the rope ladder. They pulled the ladder 
into the tree house. 

But the tall ninja leaped at the tree trunk. Then he started climbing up 
the tree! The short ninja followed. They climbed Just like cats! 

Jack and Annie huddled in a corner. 

The ninjas climbed into the tree house. Neither one made a sound. 




Gaptoped 


The ninjas pulled iron bands off their hands. The bands had spikes like 
claws on them. 

“That’s how they climbed the tree,” Annie whispered to Jack. 

The ninjas stared at Jack and Annie with dark, piercing eyes. The rest of 
their faces were covered by their scarves. 

Jack felt frozen under their stares. 

Annie wasn’t frozen, though. She stepped right up to them. 



“Hi,” she said. 

The ninjas didn’t say “hi” back. They didn’t move at all. They were as 
still as Jack. 

“We’re trying to help our friend, Morgan,” said Annie. 

She held up Morgan’s note. 

The tall ninja took the note from her. He looked at it. Then he gave it to 
the short ninja. 

The two ninjas stared at each other. Then they looked back at Jack and 
Annie. 

Finally the short ninja nodded once. He put the note into the pocket of 
his shirt. 


“You can help us?” Annie asked. 



Neither ninja spoke. Jack wished he could see their faces. He couldn’t 
tell what they were thinking. 

The short ninja tossed the rope ladder back out of the tree house. The 
tall one pointed down the ladder. Then he pointed at Jack and Annie. 

Uh-oh, thought Jack. Were they being captured? 

“Us? Go with you?” said Annie. 

The ninja nodded. 

“Oh boy!” said Annie. 

Oh boy? Is she nuts? wondered Jack. 

The short ninja darted down the ladder. He went hand over hand. His 
feet didn’t touch the rungs of the ladder. 

The tall one did the same. 



Jack gasped. The ninjas moved very fast. They were like spiders 
dropping from webs. 

“Wow!*’ said Annie. 

“Now’s our chance to leave/’ said Jack. “Quick!” He looked around the 
tree house again. Where was that Pennsylvania book? 

“Let’s go with them, Jack,” said Annie. 

“No! This isn’t a game!” Jack said. 

“But I think they know something about Morgan!” said Annie. 

She started down the ladder. 

“Come back!” said Jack. 

But it was too late. 

Jack sighed. “Why does this always happen?” he asked himself. 



“Come on, Jack!” came Annie’s voice from below. 

Jack put his notebook and the ninja book into his pack. He pushed his 
glasses into place. And he started down the ladder. 

Jack joined Annie and the ninjas on the ground. 

The sun had fallen behind the hills. The sky was streaked with red and 
gold. 

The mouse peeked out from Annie’s sweatshirt pouch. 

“Don’t be scared, Peanut,” Annie whispered. “We’ll take care of you.” 

Great, thought Jack. But who is going to take care of us? 

The short ninja held Jack’s arm in one hand and Annie’s arm in the 
other. He led them through the twilight. The tall ninja walked behind 
them. 



“Where are we going?” Jack asked. 

The ninjas stopped near the rushing water of the wide stream. The water 
roared as it raced downhill. 

The short ninja looked at Jack and Annie. He let go of their arms. Then 
he pushed them toward the stream. 

“You want us to cross it?" shouted Annie. 

The ninja nodded. Then he and the short ninja stepped into the wild 
stream. They started wading across. 

“Let’s run back to the tree house!” said Jack. 

“No, we have to follow them!” said Annie. “For Morgan’s sake!" 

Jack took a deep breath. She was right. 

Annie grabbed Jack’s hand. Together they stepped into the water. 



“YIKES!” They both screamed and jumped out. 

It was the coldest water Jack had ever felt! It was colder than ice. It was 
so cold it felt like fire. 

“I can’t go back in,” said Annie, shivering. 

“Me neither,” said Jack. “I’ll have a heart attack.” 

The ninjas looked at Jack and Annie. Then they turned around and 
came back. 

The tall ninja grabbed Jack. 

“Help!” Jack cried. 


But the ninja lifted Jack high into the air. And put him on his shoulder. 




The short ninja put Annie on his shoulder. 

Then the two ninjas stepped into the stream again. The icy wild waters 
swirled around them. It went up to the short ninja’s waist. 

But the ninjas moved through the stream as calmly as two sailing ships. 
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Flames tn tbe Mist 

The water grew shallow again. Then they were on dry land. The ninjas » 
lowered Jack and Annie to the ground. 

“Thanks,” said Annie. 

“Thanks,” said Jack. 

Squeak, said the mouse. 

The ninjas said nothing, but they looked around. 



Jack looked around, too. A full moon was rising in the sky. Dark rocks 
dotted the side of the mountain. 

Then the ninjas started moving. They went silently up the slope, 
between the rocks. 

Jack and Annie followed them. Jack wasn’t afraid of the ninjas now. In 
fact, he was starting to like them. Maybe they really could help find 
Morgan. 

The ninjas moved silently. But Jack and Annie made plenty of noise. 

They panted as they climbed the rocky hillside. Their wet sneakers 
made squishy sounds. 



Suddenly the ninjas froze. Jack could see their eyes darting around. 
Voices were coming from the valley below. Jack saw torches flaming in 
the mist. 

The ninjas started moving faster. Jack and Annie hurried after them. 

“Who’s carrying the torches?” Annie asked. 

Jack was too out of breath to speak. He also didn’t have an answer. 

They came to a pine forest. Night birds called out. Wind rattled the 
branches. 

The ninjas moved like ghosts through the forest. They appeared and 
disappeared, through moonlight and shadows. 

Jack and Annie struggled to keep up. 

Finally the ninjas came to a stop. 



One ninja held out his hand, as if to say, Wait. Then both ninjas stepped 
away into the shadows of the trees. And were gone. 

“Where did they go?” said Annie. 

“I don’t know,” said Jack. “Maybe the book can tell us.” 

He pulled the ninja book out of his pack. 

He turned the pages until he came to a picture of a cave. 

By the light of the full moon, he read: 

Sometimes ninjas held meetings in hidden mountain caves to plan 
secret missions. 

“Oh man,” said Jack, “I bet they went inside a hidden cave.” 

He pulled out his notebook and pencil. He wrote: 



Jack turned the page. He stared at a picture of a ninja sitting on a mat. 
He read: 

Ninjas took orders h'oin a ninja master. The master was a mysterious 
wise person who knew many secrets of nature. 

“Wow,” whispered Jack 

Just then the two ninjas returned. Jack quickly put his books away. 

The short ninja motioned for Jack and Annie to follow. In the shadows 
was the entrance of a dark cave. 

“What’s in there?” Annie whispered. 

“The ninja master,” Jack whispered back. 
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Sbadow Wapptop 

Jack and Annie went into the cave. They followed the ninja through the 22 
darkness. 

The back of the cave was lit with dozens of candles. Shadows danced on 
the walls. 

In the flickering light, Jack saw a dark figure sitting on a woven mat. 

7?ie ninja master. 

The ninja bowed to the master. Then he stepped to one side. 






“It’s okay, Peanut,” said Annie. 

The master stared at the mouse for a moment. Then he looked at Jack. 
“Who are you?” he asked. 

“I’m Jack and that’s my sister, Annie,” Jack answered. 

“Where do you come from?” the master asked. 

“Frog Creek, Pennsylvania,” Annie answered. 

“Why are you here?” he asked. 

“We’re trying to help our friend Morgan le Fay,” said Jack. “She left us a 
message.” 

Annie pointed to the short ninja. “We gave the message to him.” 

“You mean, you gave the message to her,” said the ninja master. “And 


she has given it to me.” 



“She?” said Jack and Annie together. 

The woman ninja’s eyes sparkled. Jack thought she might be smiling. 
The master held up Morgan’s note. 

“Perhaps I can help you," he said. “But first you must prove yourselves 
worthy of my help.” 

Just then the tall ninja appeared. He made a sign to the master. 

The master stood up. He handed Morgan’s note to Annie. 

“We must go now,” he said. “The samurai are close.” 

“Samurai?” said Jack. He knew that the samurai were fierce Japanese 
fighters. 

“Were they the ones in the valley?” Jack asked. “The ones with the 


torches?” 



“Yes, our family is at war with them,” said the master. “We must leave 
before they find us.” 

“But what about helping Morgan?” said Annie. 

The master strapped on his sword. 

“I have no time now,” he said. “I must go.” 

“Can’t we go with you?” said Annie. 

“No, there is no place for you where we are going. You must find your 
way back to your house in the trees.” 

“Alone?” said Jack. 

“Yes. You must go alone. And beware of the samurai.” 

“Why?” said Jack. 



“They will think you are one of us,” said the master. “They will ask you 
no questions. They will show you no mercy.” 

“Yikes,” whispered Annie. 

“But you have seen the way of the ninja. You can practice it yourselves 
now,” said the master. 

“H-how?” said Jack. 

“Remember three things,” said the master. 

“What?” said Jack. 

“Use nature. Be nature. Follow nature.” 

“I can do that!” Annie said. 


Jack looked at her. “You can?” he said. 



The master turned to Jack. “Your tree house lies to the east. That is the 
way you must go,” he said. 

How? wondered Jack. How do we find the east? 

Before he could ask, the master bowed. Then he disappeared into the 
shadows. 

The two ninjas led Jack and Annie out of the cave, into the moonlight 

The tall one pointed at the pine forest. Then they too disappeared into 
the darkness. 


Jack and Annie were all alone. 
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To tbe East 


Jack and Annie stood still for a long moment. 

Annie spoke first. “Well, I guess the tall ninja was pointing to the east,” 
she said. “1 guess that’s the way we go.” 

“Wait,” said Jack. “I need to write some stuff down.” 

He took out his notebook. In the moonlight, he wrote: 

I- ilt Atfvrc 
$■ follow A«+urt 



Look, Jack,” whispered Annie. “Do I look like a ninja?” 

He looked at her. She had pulled her sweatshirt hood over her head and 
tied the strings tightly. 

She did look like a ninja—a very small one. 

“Good idea,” Jack whispered. He pulled his hood up, too. 

“Okay, let’s go,” said Annie. 

Jack put his notebook away. Then he and Annie headed east into the 
woods. 

They slipped between trees. And more trees. And more trees. 

All the trees looked the same. Jack got confused. Were they still going in 
the right direction? 

“Wait,” he said. 



Annie stopped. They both stared at the woods around them. 

“Do you think we’re still going east?” asked Jack. 

“I guess so,” said Annie. 

“We can’t just guess,” said Jack. “We have to know for sure.” 
“How do we do that?” said Annie. “We don’t have a compass.” 
Just then the master’s words came back to Jack. 

“The ninja master said to use nature,” he said. 

“How do we do that?” said Annie. 

“Wait, I remember something—” Jack closed his eyes. 

He remembered something in a camping book. Now what was it? 
He opened his eyes. “I’ve got it! First we need a stick,” he said. 



Annie picked up a stick. “Here—” she said. 

“Great, now we just need a space with moonlight,” said Jack. 

“There—” said Annie. 

They moved into a moonlit space between the shadows. 

“Now push the stick into the ground,” Jack said. 

Annie pushed the stick into the ground. 

“The stick’s shadow looks like it’s more than six inches,” said Jack. 
“What do you think?” 

“It looks like it,” said Annie. 

“Okay. Then that means the shadow’s pointing east,” said Jack. 

“Neat,” said Annie. 



“So that way is east!” Jack pointed to a new direction. “At least I hope it 


“We’re real ninjas now!” said Annie. 

“Yep,” said Jack. “Maybe we are. Come on!” 

They took off—heading east, they hoped. 

Soon they were out of the pine woods and walking down the rocky 
mountainside. They moved slowly from rock to rock. Finally they rested 
against a giant rock. 

“Let’s check our direction again,” said Jack. 

Annie stuck another stick into the dirt. 

“There,” he said. He pointed to the shadow on the ground. “That way—” 
Annie peeked over the rock, down the mountain. 



“Yikes,” she said softly. 

Jack looked, too. His heart nearly stopped. 

There were flames of fire coining up the mountain. The samurai! 

Jack and Annie ducked behind the rock. 

Squeak, said the mouse. 

“Quiet, Peanut,” said Annie. 

Jack reached into his pack. He pulled out the ninja book. 

“I hope something in here can help us,” he said. 

Jack flipped through page after page until he found what he was looking 
for. It was a picture of warriors wearing bamboo armor. They were 
holding swords. He read: 



The samurai were fierce Japanese fighters. They carried two swords 
to cut down their enemies. 

Annie tapped Jack on the shoulder. 

Jack looked at her. 

She pointed up the mountain. 

A figure was coming down toward them. He was very near. 

In the moonlight, his bamboo armor was shining. His two swords were 
gleaming. 

It was a samurai warrior.^ 







Dpa(Son Water 


Jack and Annie crouched together. Samurai were on both sides of them 
now. They were trapped! 

Jack pressed against the rock. 

The warrior stepped closer and closer. He looked to the right. He looked 
to the left. 

Jack held his breath. 

“Be natwe,” whispered Annie. 



“What?” Jack whispered back. 

“Be nature. Be a rock.” 

Oh brother, thought Jack. This was nuts. But he squeezed his eyes shut. 
Then he tried to be part of the rock. 

Jack tried to be as still as the rock. As solid as the rock. As quiet as the 
rock. 

Soon he started feeling as strong as the rock. As safe as the rock. He 
wanted to be the rock forever. 

Squeak. 

“He’s gone,” said Annie. “They’re all gone.” 

Jack opened his eyes. The samurai warrior was gone. Jack stood up and 
looked over the rock. The torches were gone, too. 



“Let’s go,” Annie said. 

Jack took a deep breath. He felt great—he was getting more and more 
like a ninja every minute. Maybe even like a ninja master. 

“East!” he said. 

And they went east. Down the mountain, between the rocks. Until they 
came to the wide, icy stream. 

The water seemed even wilder than before. 

“I don’t see the tree house,” said Annie. 

Jack looked across the stream to the dark grove of trees. Moonlight 
shone on their pale flowers. But where was the tree house? 

“I don’t see it either,” said Jack. “We have to cross the water first. Then 


we’ll try and find it.” 



The water was crashing and rushing over the rocks. 

Squeak. The mouse peeked out from its pouch. 

“Don’t be afraid,” said Annie. She patted the mouse’s little head. “Be 
like us. Be like a ninja, too.” 

“Let’s go,” Jack said. 

He took a deep breath and stepped into the stream. The icy water 
swirled up to his knees. The current knocked him over. 

Jack grabbed some weeds. He held on tight as water swirled around 
him. 

He was freezing to death! 

“Jack!” Annie grabbed Jack’s arms. She helped him back onto the bank. 





“N-not really,” said Jack, his teeth chattering. He was chilled to the 
bone. 

“We’ll never get across,” said Annie. 

“We’ll drown if we try.” 

“Or fr-freeze to death,” said Jack. 

He pulled off the hood of his sweatshirt. He didn’t feel much like a ninja 
anymore. 

Annie pulled off her hood, too. She sighed. “What can we do?” she said. 

Squeak. 

Peanut climbed out of Annie’s sweatshirt pouch and leaped onto the 
ground. 

The mouse scampered away. 



“Peanut, come back!” Annie called. 

“No,” said Jack. “We have to follow Peanut.” 

“Why?” asked Annie. 

“We have to do what the master said!” said Jack. “Follow nature!" 

“Oh. Right!” said Annie. “Follow Peanut! But where is Peanut?” 

In the moonlight Jack saw the little mouse. It was running through the 
grass along the stream. 

“There!” he cried. “Come on!” 

Annie hurried after Jack. Jack hurried after Peanut. They ran beside the 
rushing waters. 

A moonlit branch had fallen across a narrow part of the stream. It 
touched both shores. 



The mouse was running over the branch. 

“Peanut’s going over a bridge!” said Annie. She started to follow. 

“Wait!” cried Jack. “We can’t go on that branch. It’s too small! It’ll 
break!” 



Moose-walk 


The mouse vanished into the tall grass on the other side of the stream. 
Jack and Annie stared at the tree branch. 

“We have to try to cross it,” said Annie. “We’re supposed to follow 
nature.” 

“Forget it,” said Jack. “It’s too little. It’ll crack in a second.” 

“Maybe if we pretend we’re mice, we can do it,” said Annie. 

“Oh brother,” said Jack. “Not again.” 



“If you could be a rock, you can be a mouse,” said Annie. “Just be teeny 
and light and fast.” 

Jack took a deep breath. 

“We have to,” said Annie. 

“Okay,” Jack said. 

“Say ‘squeak,’ ” said Annie. 

“You’re nuts!” said Jack. 

“Just do it,” said Annie. “It’ll help you feel more like a mouse.” 

Jack groaned. “Okay,” he said. “Squeak.” 

“Squeak,” said Annie. 

“Squeak, squeak, squeak,” they said together. 

“Let’s go! Hurry!” said Annie. 



Jack stepped onto the branch. 

I’m teeny. I’m light. I’m fast, he thought. Then he darted across the 
branch. 

Jack moved so quickly, he didn’t think about anything—except getting 
to the other side. 

He forgot the wild, freezing water. He forgot the smallness of the 
branch. 

Suddenly Jack was on the other side. Suddenly Annie was right beside 
him. 

They laughed and fell together into the grass. 

“See! See! The branch didn’t break!” said Annie. 



“I guess it was big enough,” said Jack. “I guess we just had to think the 
right way.” 

“The Peanut way,” said Annie. 

“Yeah,” said Jack, smiling. He felt great. 

He was still wet from his fall into the stream. But he didn't mind 
anymore. 

Jack pushed his glasses into place and stood up. “Okay, now we just 
have to find the tree house,” he said. 

“No, we don’t,” said Annie. She pointed up. 

The tree house was outlined against the moonlit sky. High in a tree. 
Surrounded by white flowers. 

In the distance came the sound of voices. Then Jack saw flames. 



“The samurai are coming back,” said Jack. “We have to go.” 

“Where’s Peanut?” said Annie. “We can’t leave Peanut.” 

“We have to,” said Jack. 

The voices of the samurai were getting closer. So were their torches. 
“Come on,” Jack said. He grabbed Annie’s hand. He pulled her toward 
the rope ladder. 

“Oh Jack—” she said sadly. 

“Go! Go!” 

Annie started up the rope ladder. 

Jack followed. He felt sad, too. He liked that little mouse now. He liked 
it a lot. 

They climbed up and up. 



Just before they got to the top, Jack heard it. 

Squeak, 

“Oh wow!” cried Annie. “Peanut’s inside!” 

Annie pulled herself into the tree house. Jack followed. 
He gasped. 

Someone else was in the tree house, too. 

A dark figure was sitting in the comer. 

“You have done well,” the figure said. 

It was die ninja master, 

“You have followed the way of the ninja,” he said. 

“Oh man,” breathed Jack. 



Squeak. 

The master was holding Peanut. 

“Take good care of your little helper,” he said, handing the mouse to 
Annie. 

Annie kissed the mouse’s tiny head. 

“And take this—” said the master. He held his hand out to Jack. 


He gave Jack a small, round stone. 




“This moonstone will help you find your missing friend,” the master 
said. 

Jack stared at the stone. Was this one of the four things? 

“You must go home now,” said the master. He picked up the 
Pennsylvania book and handed it to Annie. 

“Where did you find it?” asked Jack. 

“Here,” said the master. “You did not see it before. Because your heart 
knew you had a mission to complete first.” 

“What about you?” said Annie. “Can you come with us?” 

“Yes,” said Jack. “We need help finding Morgan.” 

The master smiled. “No, my friends. I must stay here. There will be 
more help along the way. But you must find the way on your own.” 



Annie opened the book. She found the picture of Frog Creek. 

She pointed to it. “I wish we could go there/’ she said. 

The wind started to blow. 

The white flowers started to shake. Clouds covered the moon. 

“Remember/^ the master said, “keep a kind heart.’* 

Then he swung silently down the rope ladder. He disappeared into the 
dark night. 

“Wait!” Jack called. There was so much he wanted to ask the master. 
About nature. About ninjas. About their mission. 

But the tree house started to spin. 

It spun faster and faster! 

Jack gripped the stone in his hand. He squeezed his eyes shut. 



Then everything was still. 
Absolutely still. 
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Peanafe 


Jack opened his eyes. 

Then he opened his fist. He stared at the moonstone in his hand. It was 
clear and smooth. It almost seemed to glow. 

“We’re home,” said Annie. 

Squeak. 

Annie and the mouse were looking out the window. 

Jack looked with them. 



The sun was setting in the distance. 

No time at all had passed in Frog Creek. 

They heard their neighbor’s dog, Henry, bark. They heard crickets 
chirping. 

In the distance, they could see their dad step out of their house. He 
stood on their porch. 

“Ja-ack! An-nie!” he called. 

Time for dinner. 

“Com-ing!” Annie shouted. 

Jack sat back on his heels. He looked at the moonstone again. 

“I guess we have one of the four things,” he said. 

“We’ll look for the other three tomorrow,” Annie said. 



Jack nodded. They had a lot more work to do. 

He put the moonstone in his pocket. 

He pulled on his pack. 

“Ready?” he said. 

“Wait,” said Annie. She took off one of her sneakers. She pulled off her 
sock. Then she put her sneaker back on. 

“What are you doing?” said Jack. 

“I’m making a bed,” she said. 

“A what?” 

“Bed! You know, for Peanut to sleep in.” Annie picked up the mouse. 
She tucked it inside her sock. 


“’Night, Peanut,” she said softly. 



Squeak. 

“Oh brother,” said Jack. 

Annie held the mouse close to Jack. 

“Kiss it goodnight, Jack,” she said. 

“Don’t be silly,” he said. “Let’s go.” 

“Thanks for helping us,” Annie said to the mouse. 







She put Peanut gently down on the glowing M. She pulled Morgan’s 
message out of her pouch. And put it next to the mouse. 

“See you tomorrow,” she said. Then she started down the ladder. 

Jack stared at the mouse. It looked back at him. 

For a moment, its dark eyes looked old and wise. 

“Come on, Jack!” called Annie. 

Jack kissed its tiny head. 

“Night-night, Peanut,” he whispered. 

Then Jack headed down the rope ladder. 

It got darker and darker as he went down. 

By the time he stepped onto the ground, it was almost completely black. 
“Where are you?” said Jack. 



“Here,” said Annie. Her hand bumped his. He took it. 

“Careful,” he said. 

“Careful yourself,” she said. 

Together they took off through the cool, dark woods. 

They moved silently and swiftly—two shadow warriors returning home. 
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Here’s a special preview of 
Magic Tree House #6 
Afternoon on the Amazon 



Available now! 


Excerpt copyright © 1995 by 

Published by Random House Children’s Books, a division of Random 

House, Inc., New York. 



1 

Wbere's Peanat? 

“Hurry, Jack!” shouted Annie. 

Annie ran into the Frog Creek woods. 

Jack followed her. 

“It's still here!” Annie called. 

Jack caught up with Annie. She stood beside a tall oak tree. 

Jack looked up. The magic tree house was shining in the afternoon 
sunlight. 



“We’re coming, Peanut!” Annie called. 

She grabbed the rope ladder and started up. 

Jack followed. They climbed and climbed. Finally they climbed into the 
tree house. 

“Peanut?” said Annie. 

Jack took off his backpack. He looked around. 

Sunlight slanted across a stack of books—books about ninjas, pirates, 
mummies, knights, and dinosaurs. 

The letter M shimmered on the wooden floor. M for Morgan le Fay. 

“I don’t think Peanut’s here,” said Jack. 

“I wonder where she is,” said Annie. 

“How do you know Peanut’s a she?” asked Jack. 



“I just know it," said Annie. 

“Oh, brother,” said Jack. 

Squeak! 

Annie laughed. “Look, Jack!” 

A small pink sock was moving across the floor. Yesterday Annie had 
turned her sock into a bed for Peanut. 




Annie picked up the tiny lump. 






Squeak. 

A brown-and-white mouse peeked out of the sock. She looked from 
Annie to Jack with her big eyes. 

Jack laughed. “Hi, Peanut,” he said. 

“Will you help us again today?” asked Annie. 

In old Japan, Peanut had helped them when they’d gotten lost. 

“We have to find three more things for Morgan,” said Annie. 

Jack pushed his glasses into place. “First we have to find a clue that tells 
us where to begin,” he said. 

“Guess what,” said Annie. 


“What?” said Jack. 



“We don’t have to look very far.” She pointed at a corner of the tree 
house. 

In the shadows was an open book. 



Are you a fan of the Magic Tree House® series? 
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Visit our 

Web site 

at 


www.MagicTreeHouse.com 


Exciting sneak previews of the next book. 
Gaines, puzzles, and other fun activities. 
Contests with super prizes. 

And much more! 


Guess what? 
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Jack and Annie have a musical CD! 



For more information about 
MAGIC TREE HOUSE: THE MUSICAL 

(including how to order the CD!), 
visit www.mthmusical.com. 




Discover the facts 
behind the fiction with the 
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Magic Tree Housed Books 
#1: Dinosauks Before Dark 
#2: The Knight at Dawn 
#3: Mummies in the Morning 
#4: Pirates Past Noon 
#5: Night of the Ninjas 
#6: Afternoon on the Amazon 
#7: Sunset OF THE Sabertooth 
#8: Midnight on the Moon 


#9: Dolphins at Daybreak 



#10: Ghost Town at Sundown 
#11: Lions at Lunchtime 
#12: Polar Bears Past Bedtime 
#13: Vacation Under the Volcano 
#14: Day OF THE Dragon King 
#15: Viking Ships at Sunrise 
#16: Hour of the Olympics 
#17: Tonight on the Titanic 
#18: Buffalo Before Breakfast 
#19: Tigers at Twilight 
#20: Dingoes at Dinnertime 
#21: Civil War on Sunday 



#22: Revolutionary War on Wednesday 


#23: Twister on Tuesday 
#24: Earthquake in the Early Morning 
#25: Stage Fright on a Summer Night 
#26: Good Morning, Gorillas 
#27: Thanksgiving on Thursday 
#28: High Tide in Hawaii 

Merlin Missions 

#29: Christmas in Camelot 

#30: Haunted Castle on Hallows Eve 

#31: Summer OF THE Sea Serpent 



#32: Winter OF THE Ice Wizard 
#33: Carnival at Candlelight 
#34: Season of the Sandstorms 
#35: Night of the New Magicians 
#36: Buzzard of the Blue Moon 
#37: Dragon of the Red Dawn 
#38: Monday with a Mad Genius 
#39: Dark Day in the Deep Sea 
#40: Eve of the Emperor Penguin 
#41: Moonlight ON the Magic Flute 
#42: A Good Night for Ghosts 
#43: Leprechaun in Late Winter 



#44: A Gho^ Tale for Christmas Time 


Magic Tree Housed Research Guides 

Dinosaurs 

Knights and Castles 

Mummies and Pyramids 

Pirates 

Rain Forests 

Space 

Titanic 

Twisters and Other Terrible Storms 


Dolphins and Sharks 



Ancient Greece and the Olympics 
American Revolution 
Sabertooths and the Ice Age 
Pilgrims 

Ancient Rome and Pompeii 

Tsunamis and Other Natural Disasters 

Polar Bears and the Arctic 

Sea Monsters 

Penguins and Antarctica 

Leonardo da Vinci 

Ghosts 

Leprechauns and Irish Folklore 



Rags and Rjches: Kids in the Time of Charles Dickens 


More Magic Tree Housed 

Games and Puzzles from the Tree House 



